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buttered point of the knife in his mouth and dragging it along and
walking backwards. Then all was explained.

Friday, 18 April

My mother says she remembers to have heard as an old village
tradition that the street of Kington St. Michael was green with
grass during the Great Plague for there was scarcely any passing
in those dreadful months.

Sunday, 27 April

Visited old Sally Killing. She said when she was young women
never wore their gowns out haymaking. If a farmer saw one of his
women working in her gown he would order her to take it off
She herself had been weeks without putting on her grown from
Monday morning till Saturday night, in the hay harvest. The
women had loose sleeves which they pinned on to their 'shift
sleeves' and which covered their arms to the wrist from the sun.
'But now,' said Sally contemptuously, 'now they are all ladies.
They wear dresses now, not gowns*

Monday, 19 May

Went to London by 11.15 train. At half past four I met Jack in
the vestibule at Burlington House. The Exhibition seemed to me to
be an unusually good one, and I was much struck by some of the
pictures especially sweet Imogen, and the Turning Point, the
beautiful face and eyes of the w2e looking up to her husband's stern
sullen countenance as she leans on his breast, beseeching him, plead-
ing with him, oh so earnestly and imploringly, to give up drinking.
It went to my heart.

Wednesday, 21 May

I went to Dore's Picture Gallery in New Bond Street. There
was a new picture there, an Andromeda, a handsome graceful girl
life size, well painted, the flesh tints very natural. The slender
girlish form is bowed and shrinking from the monster, the white
Feet are washed by the kp of the green waves, the manacled hands
and wrists are straining at the chain and the rich brown hair is blown
wildly forward from the bowed back and beautiful shoulders across
the horror-stricken face.

Holy Thursday, 22 May
I went to the International Exhibition and saw the silk looms